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raent, with a head as bare as a copper pot, and a face
like the skin of a withered mango, and eyes like
a steady flame. And as soon as we stood before him,
that old mendicant said slowly: O King, how is this ?
Thy child is covered with blood, And I shrank from
that strange old man, not knowing what he meant \
for then I had not heard, as afterwards I learned too
well, the story of my birth. And I looked at my
father as I clung to him, and lo ! he also was abashed,
and he also seemed to me to shrink. Then said the
old mendicant: O King, good shall come only to
him that doeth good; but evil follows evil, as thy
shadow follows thee. And now, this child lives, and
yet shall live, in the shadow of a crime that stained
him at his birth with blood: but as for the criminals,
their punishment is close at hand. As they dipped
their souls in guilt by hankering after things forbidden,
so shall he, by hereditary transmissionh, long for what
shall steal away his memory and his reason, and make
him, whether he will or no, the destruction of his family,
till he fall into a lower birth. Aye ! thou who wouldst
fain forget, didst thou imagine thou couldst escape the
ripening of the fruit of the creeper of crime ?
And then, that ill-boding old mendicant turned, and

h This is one of those points at which the old Indian theory
of metempsychosis fits exactly in with modern scientific ideas:
a coincidence so much admired by Schopenhauer, who must
have been a Hindoo sage in a former birth.